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"Marvellous!" And she did. She rose and gathered
her things together. "Not too sober, though/'

When they went out on to the upper deck, she stopped
and looked down the river. Daylight had dwindled to a
faint silver above and an occasional cold gleam on the
water, and at any other time she would probably have
been depressed or half frightened by the leaden swell of
the river itself, the uncertain lights beyond, and the
melancholy hooting, but now it all seemed wonderfully
mysterious and romantic. For a minute or so, she lost
herself in it. She was quite happy and yet she felt close
to tears. It was probably the vodka.

"Sort of hypnotises you, doesn't it?" said Mr. Golspie
gruffly, at her elbow.

"It does, doesn't it?" she said softly. At that moment,
she decided that she liked Mr. Golspie and that he was
an unusual and fascinating man. She also felt that she
herself was fascinating, really rather wonderful. Then
she gave a quick shiver.

"Hello, you're not starting again?" he said, humorous
but concerned too, and he took hold of her arm and drew
her closer to his side. They stayed like that for a few
moments. She did not mind being there. All that she
felt was a sudden sense of warmth and safety.

She stepped aside, and announced that she must go.
He made no effort to detain her, said nothing, but simply
led the way back to the lower deck and the gangway.
There he stopped and held out his hand,

"Very pleased to have met you, Miss Matfield," he
said, taking her hand and, for once, smiling rather than
grinning.

"I hope you have a good trip, Mr. Golspie," she told
him hurriedly, "and it isn't too cold and the crossing